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Pirjola was not arousing vain hopes in Juha;  he
had already in all secrecy arranged the matter.

So one Sunday Juha spent several hours in
old man Yrjola's room. Old man Yrjola champed
away in proper farmer style, coughed and went
every now and again to his pipe-shelf to refill his
pipe. He did not offer Juha a smoke. Juha's
cheeks burned and he rubbed his perspiring palms
together. A bargain of a kind was struck. As
Juha was unable to take over all the land attached
to the croft, no contract was drawn up.

" You can stay on there my time, anyhow,
provided you live decently and do your work,"
Yrjola promised.

Until further notice Juha was to do a day's work
a week on the farm for rent, finding his own food.

Feelings of liberation and of being inextricably
bound for life struggled for the upper hand in
Juha's mind on his way home to Pirjola. A
hundred hands seemed to be stretching out for his
small savings. Well, he was bettering himself^
that was one comfort.

The master and Riina were in the house when
Juha returned with his news, and all three thus
found themselves together. The moment seemed
somehow to acquire a vague solemnity, which
the master lightened by announcing in an opti-
mistic tone that he would pay for the wedding,
seeing that his maids would go and get married.

" You, Juha, have been a faithful servant," he